Strolling  in  Houston 


'Take  a Card,'  Phones  Myste 
'It's  the  Nine  of  Diamonds  — 


By 


SIGMAN  BYRD 
The  Stroller 
THE  TELEPHONE  RANG  just 
as  I came  in  from  Saturdays 
stroll,  and,  when  1 answered,  a 
man’s  voice  said:  “Look  !n  the 
upper  left-hand  drawer  of  your 
desk  and  get 


out  that  pack 
of  playing 
cards.” 

“You  must 
have  the 
wrong  num- 
ber,” I said. 

“The  City 
Hall  is  Capitol 
8371.” 

“Go  ahead 
and  look,  ” the 
voice  insisted. . BYRD 
“This  Is  Mysterious  Howard.” 
“Misty!  ” X exclaimed  with 
pleasure,  for  it  had  been  months 
since  I helped  him  saw  a woman 
in  half  at  a party  where  there 
hadn't  been  dnough  girls  to  go 
around.  I opened  the  drawer, 
and  there  was  a fresh,  cold  deck 
of  Bicycle  cards.  “What  do  I do 
now?”  I asked. 

“Take  a card,**  Misty  said. 
“Any  card.” 

1 broke  sOhe  seal,  selected  a 

i 


card  and  laid  it  on  the  deck— 
/are  down,  because  that  How- 
, ard : was  not  named  Mysterious 
for  nothing. 

“Concentrate  on  the  card,”  he 
said. 

Nine  of  diamonds,  I thought. 
Nine  of  diamonds,  nine  of  . . . 

“You  selected  the  nine  of  dia- 
monds* **  Misty  announced.  Why 
don’t!  you  stroll  around  to  the 
shop?  I've  got  some  - w stuff.” 


Misty  Left  Pros 


I was  nothing  loathe/  as  Ring 
Lardner  used  to  say,  for  it  is  my 
opinion  that  Howard  is  the  world  s 
finest  magician.  So"*  I tacked 
over  to  908  4 Travis,  where  Misty 
has  purveyed  magic  at  rates  rang- 
ing from  25  cents  to  $300  ever 
since  he  retired  as  a professional 
magician  in  1942. 

Misty  is  k short,  wide  man  with 
a receding  hairline,  a round  face 
and  gimlet-sharp  eyes,  although 
he’s  totally  blind  in  the  right  one 
— frotn  a childhood  accident— and 
has  only  21 ,100  vision  in  the  left. 
He  handed  me  a small  rubber 
sponge,  and  told  me  to  hold  it 
tight  in  my  fist.  I_did,  and  he 
made  a few  pas^gsT 

Whien  I opened  my  fist  I had 


two  sponges.] 

I asked. 

“Shes  fin^ 
in  pretty  s 
real  tight” 
“Got  your 
opened  yet?’ 
lingers  and 
three  sponge(s. 

“Not  yet,” 
a deck  of  c 
the  first  of 
Any  card. 

I chose  the  I 
it  back  in 
him  riffle 
out  the  five 
to  me  and 
card?” 

“No,”  I sa 
got  a custonjr 


he  said,  ‘j She'll 
cjon.  Hold  those  twl 


Db 


Card  Chi 


While  Mistj: 
fied-looking 
of  salty  sugh: 
box  of  cigare 
chewing  gun; 
plod  mg  mat 
look  at  the 
changed  froi 
to  the  queen| 
“How’s 
ness?”  I askeb 
“That's  w! 


IOUS 

Right? 


“Howl’s  the  j missus ?f 


school  for  itiagicianj 
I asked,  openihg  m| 
handing  him  thi 

he  said,  fanning  ou , 
rds.  “Probably  opei 
January.  Takle  a card 
n’t  let  me  fee  it.” 
queen  of  cliibs,  stud 
e deck  and  watchec 
cards.  He  pickec 
of  hearts,  handed  i - 
said,  “Is  that  thn 


the 


jd.  “I  beliefe  you’i 


nges 

ly  sold  a tajll,  digni 
gentleman  4 packagf 
r,  a plate,  lifter,  i 
loads,  a pack  of  hoi 
and  a bolx  of  ex 
:<ihes,  he  suggested 
jcard  I held  Jt  ha 
the  five  |of  heart] 
of  clubs 
crystal  ball;  bus! 
‘Sold  lately? 

I wanted  to 


m 


hjat 


to  you  about,”  Misty  said.  “Just 
suppose  I should | lose  the  sight  in 


|my  right  eye. 


•wards 


the  fun  shop  business  or  go  back 
in  the  stage?” 


“Go  back,”  I said.  “You'd  be  a 


ensation.  You 


fised  to,  do  half 


never  heard  oj 
ian." 

“That’s  what  I’ 
ith  a hint  of 


our  act  blindfolded,  anyway.  And 


a blind  magi- 


1 do.”  Misty  said 
^nostalgia  in  his 


oice.  “I  can  see  it  in  lights — 

ysterious  Howard,  the 

IWORLD’S  ONLY  BLIND  MAGI- 
ptlAN.  No.  wait  a minute,  I 
jouldn’t  see  it,  fould  I?” 

Mrs.  Howard,  k tall,  attractive 
Jrunette,  came  in  at  th  moment, 
|nd  Misty  took  4 large  guilotine- 
ke  contraption]  down  from  a 
Hpelf  and  set  it]  on  the  counter 
Ipfore  her.  “Darling,”  hr  said, 


think  I’ve  got  this  thing  work- 


is  now.  Would  iyou  mind  stick- 


Ig  vour  arm  through  this  neck- 
ece?’ 


Ruth  Howard  started  to  plat© 
Jer  right  arm  in  the  slot  under 
ike  poised,  stainless  steel  blade, 
|pen  thought  better  of  it  and 
fplunteered  her  I *t  arm.  “Well, 
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ihould  I stay  in 


tem  Page  | One) 
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if  it  dofespV  work,”  she  slid,  “we 
can  always  use  it  in  the  | kitchen 
to  slic^  cheese.” 


Ghostly  Images 


FOR  THE  PAST  TWO  weeks 
night  strollers  in  the  M^iu-and- 
Richmond  seek,.  have  befit  star- 
tled as  they  passed  the  Rfchmond 
avenue  side  of  the  No.  if  Henke 
<fe  Pillot  (Supermarket  , to  I observe 
ghostly  images  appearing}  on  the 
buff  wall  of  the  store.  I 
Belles  in  bustles,  full-rigged 
ships  and  lush  landscape!  in  full 
color  would  break  out  | without 
warding,  and  there  was  al.fo  hand- 
writing on  the  wall:  “He\v  Or- 
leans Woman,  by  Ha  met!  Kane” 
—“Inside!  USA,  by  John  dumber” 
—“The  vixens,  by  Frank  j Yerby.” 
The  phenomenon  was  bone  of 
Mysterious  Howard’s  doing,  but 
was  due  to  a breakdown  o|  a pro- 
jector mrror  just  across  the  ave- 
nue in  tae  Cobler  Book  ftore,  at 
HI.  Chfrles  Cobler  explained  to- 
day that  a high  wind  tlfrew  the 
mirror  out  of  kilter  and  caused 
his  Kodtachrome  slides  |of  book 
jackets  {to  be  projected  j on  the 
Henke  wall  .nstead  of  ontthe  six- 
foot  screen  erected  for  that  pur- 
pose over  the  front  of  bis  own 
’ store.  I i 

The  electricians  have  {the  ap- 
paratus [working  normally  now, 
and  G.  C.  Gaeke,  manager  of  the 
supermarket,  says  that’s]  just  as 
well,  because  Henke  sell!  pocket 
books  in  its  drug  department, 
: “Bui  be  riidfc't  really|  mind” 

says  Mr.)  Gaeke,  “because  |the  pic- 
tures were  out  of  focus  J at  that 
distance!” 


